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King Charles was awake, having made up his mind
to ask him at once to do justice. He then left my
room, and his gentlemen with him. Seeing that it
was light, and thinking that the danger of which my
sister had spoken was passed, and being heavy with
drowsiness, I told my nurse to lock the door, so that
I might sleep undisturbed. An hour later, when I
was fast asleep, some one came beating with hands
and feet against the door and shouting ' Navarre,
Navarre !' My nurse thinking that it was my hus-
band ran to open. It was a gentleman wounded by
a sword-thrust in the elbow, and his arm cut by a
halberd, who rushed into my room pursued by four
archers. Seeking safety, he threw himself on my
bed [no doubt a four-poster with curtains out of the
comparative privacy of which her husband had
talked with his gentlemen]. Feeling this man
clutching me, I threw myself into the space between
the bed and the wall, where, he still grasping me, we
rolled over, both screaming and both equally fright-
ened* Fortunately, the Captain of my Guards, M.
de Nangay, came by, who saw me in such plight,
that sorry as he was he could not help laughing, but
drove the archers out of the room and gave me the
life of the poor gentleman, who was still clinging to
me, and whom I caused to be tended and nursed in
my dressing-room till he was quite cured. While I
changed my night-dress, for he had covered me with
his blood, M. de Nanjay told me what had happened,
but assured me that my husband was in the King's
room and in no danger. Making me throw on a
dressing-gown, he then led me to the room of my